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of a whale hunt you need to be as calm and collected as the
gunner himself. " No matter," said Jonassen. " We will
get some more, I think."
Still the Leviathan fought for his life, his harmless, free and
joyful life that had suddenly been struck from him at one
dreadful blow. His comrades had disappeared and he
fought his battle out, deserted and alone. He whirled in a
fury of crimson foam. The winch rattled and the slack
harpoon line came in until it curved to him across the mile
of water. Now it grew tight and pulled him. He drew
towards us and suddenly he was still, his ribbed belly
upwards, the crimson sea where he lay suddenly calm and
a cloud of birds hovering above. In the distance a solitary
iceberg, remote, forlorn and lonely, stood off and watched
him die.
There was something strangely impersonal about him
when they got him alongside. It was hard to believe that
he really was once a huge and powerful animal, forging
through the water with vertical sweeps of that great forked
tail. He became just one of the shapes that waited for us
every morning at the " plan " and which became several
times daily before our eyes a scattered mass of meat.
With a long lance they punctured his ribbed under-surface
and then pushed into the wound the nozzle of an air pump
on the end of a pole. Thus they blew him up with air to
prevent him from sinking and plugged up the hole where
the nozzle had been with a piece of tow. Then they
jabbed into him a flag on a long staff. On the flag were
the letters C.A.P. (Compania Argentina de Pesca). So we
left him wallowing, the flag pole wagging from side to side
in the swell and, as we drew away, off on the chase again,
the sea birds gathered in a cloud above him. Soon he was
just a shape in the water and presently you could only mark
the place where he lay by the cloud of birds.
Somewhere in that broad stretch of sea the companions
of our victim must still be. Probably by now they had